CHAPTER I
A BUCCANEER OF BOLSHEVISM
"You are Dorian Blair?"
"Yes."
"Formerly an officer in the Tsar's Flying Corps ?3!
"Yes."
"Formerly In charge of supplies and replacements for the second
squadron of the Tsar's Flying Corps stationed at Tsarskoe Selo ?"
"Yes."
"Formerly attached to the Ministry of Transport of the late
Provisional Government ?"
"Yes."
"You are a trained automobile engineer ?"
"Yes,"
"You can drive motor-cars and know how to keep them in good
condition and can also effect repairs ?"
"Yes."
The Prison Commandant was reading the questions off from a
paper in front of Mm, glancing up at me as I gave each answer*
He rose to his feet.
"Then you are to report at once with all your belongings to the
Petrograd base of the Automobile Squadron of the Northern Army
where work will be found for you to do* Here is your authority to
leave the prison and the address to which you are to go."
And he held out Ms hand.
I took it in a daze. I had come to his office expecting anything
from an accusation of another crime to the firing-squad itself, and
the amazing man was shaking me by the hand and bidding me God
speed3 smiling at me in a perfectly friendly manner} much as if he
were the head master of a school who had found a post for one of
his pupils, or the Governor of an English gaol saying a man-to-man
good-bye to one of his prisoners who had sworn to make good. I
had learned to expect the most remarkable surprises and contradic-
tions from the Bolsheviks, but to be handed my own release from
gaol in this fashion was more than my mind was willing to cope with.
It went blank completely, I stared at the smiling Commandant ike a
dotard, shook the hand he offered me without a word or a sign, tamed
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